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An Anfwer to the Young Lady’s Refo- 
lution, in the laft Polt, Numb. 34. 


And now in Pain, grieve in unequal Fate 
Bart’ring fubftantial Freedom for aCheat. 
Riches, @ better Choice bad been than this 

Tho? Riches not the leaft of Evilsis. 

Why had not Story taught me to beware ? 

Or why flept Reafon in this doubtful War ? 

Haa {he been Umpire in the dawning Strife, 

T° have given ber Suffrage for Eftate, or Wife - 
The jtlting Goddefs then bad been undone | 
Love mujt bave loft, and I had truly won, 


Oy (Proud as Proferpine) 
Muft bave a Man as Fielding fine, 
Whofe Wit out-fhines De Foe’s by far, 
And rivals great Eugene in War ; 
To crown the whole, as Crozfus Rich, 
To lay ber fond infatiate Itch : 
As if all Nature naujt confpire , 
To fatisfy ber vain defire. 

But fhe miftakes, the Fates deny, . 
Defsres fo boundle{s to fupply ; 
They point ber Lot, and will Controut 
The ftrong Impulfes of ber Soul, 
One pair of Britches hall contain, 
The Fortune of a Pride fo vain ; 
Her wifh’ d for Wealth, and Fame, and Grace, 
Muft lie within that narrow {pace. 





A SONG. 


Nee Cupid did a Shooting go, 
And pulling out a Dart : 
He baviy.2 drawn bis little Bow, 
Was aiming at a Heart, 


But when he fair Aurelia fam, 
He bad no Power at all . 

The trembling God was firuck with Awe, 
And let bis Arrow fall, 





On a Whigg, whofe Sword and Scab- 


bard was Padlock’d together at New- 
port Election. 


Eafe Hamptown more to boaft of Bullies, 
C That ftand on each fide thy Portcullis; . 
Giants of Fame, whofe Swords of Steel, 

Made all their Fues to Quake and Reel, 

Here’s long SW H d of our Town, 

Has quite Eclipfed their Renown. 

When they promoted Mars’s Trade, 

No Padlock tyed their Maj]y Blade ; 

But bere’s a Hero that bas Vapour’d, é 


Aurelia then Young Love defi’d, 
“And tuvk away his Bow ; 
She fnatch’d bis Quiver from bis fide. 
And was about to go. 


But when the God began to cry, 
To think what be had loft ; 
That he fhould no Divinity, 
Nor no more Conquest boaft - 





Here take your Bow again, faid fhe, 
Your Bow and Arrows too ; 

My Eyes will do as much for me 
As they can do for you. 


And got a Triumph too at Newport, 

With Sword faft fixed in bis Scabbard ! : 
Let Whiggs Rejoyce, and Bragg, and Swagger, 
"Twas never Purchas’d by bis Dagger. 


“n — The Requeft. 


The Miftaken Choice. By G. E. Cupid tell me, tell me true, 
| . O at Art you ufe, or what you do, 

Midjt the many various Rubs of Fate, To force me thus to Love ? 

A One Chance aloye turn a up to make me Pm Met amorpbos’d fure of late, 
£reat. ie O thou fo Cruel Angry Fate! 

Fortune, and Love, uponthat Hour, confpir’d Why doft a Torment prove ? 
To give whate’er my bufy Hopes defsr’d. | . 
The fpecious Baits were the young Tonjan’s Choice, And yet fo pleafing is the he a 
Love {miling, won my Heart, and bad my Voice, So fweet the burt, fo foft the Chaim, 








With eager baft 1 fnatch’d the promis’a Prize, 
Which foon Poffeffion learn’d me to defpsfe = 
For there’s not found, in boafted Love, a oy 
So great, but what Enjoyment will deftroy. 


Releaft I wou'd not be: 

The Torture is fo gently Mild, 

With Joy, and Grief, at once I’m filPd, 
Yet can’t the meaning fee. 








Se ae seen 
Si SOP 


ee ie pie Ls ccpaiereniane arene wee dhee wire. appt re eR J 
J free me jr 
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om my kainy 

When kinder fortune foews ber Face, 

j ftand, ana Look, Admire, and Gace ; 
sindthen woud Live again, 


+ , ; 
Prithee, Cupid, don't perplex me, 
Jou re caujelejs Cruces thus fo Vex Me, 
1 never aejery o suis Ib | 
At once you ao both Heal, and Wound, 
]ow firfi prejerve, and toen confound, 
both keep GuVE, and kili, 


Great Cupid, I do thee Implore, 

U Grant me this, LL ask no more ; 
Jo toce | bumbsy prays; 

That alt my Lays may bappy prove, 

By ovey Craimung Uelias Love, 
Ur take my Life away, 
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The Abfence. 


H! Faireft Delia, when 
Shall | be bieft agen ; 
And icap the pleafant Sweets of gentle Love, 
J bat we both once Enjoy a, 
What Mortal cowd be Cloyd: 
Such mighty Bisjs wow d Ravifh Awful Jove. 


A tedious Age 18 paft, 
Since Cleon faw you last ; i 
Ab! Delia, wil you never, neves find, 
“inotber Foyjul Day, 
For our Harmie{s Plays; 
Why to your felf, and me, are you unkind ? 


Sure Charming Delia wil 
Her Solemn Vow fuifil, 
The Sacred Gods as foon will Guilty be, 
As key [weet Innocence, 
Can with uch Vows dijpence, 
Ov fallify ber proms’d Love to me, 


Lovely Delia, let me know 
My doom pronounc’d by you, 
J would not Languifh in a dong Difpary , 
For if you, Changed be, 
The EfjeG you Joon fhali fee, 
Of being unjust, and fo divinely Far. 





tattle eel 


—_ The Oy/fer. 


AS Hodge and Dick the Hoof were beating, 
Gut-pinch’d and faint for want of eating, 


Near Colchefter (as Authors fay) 
[bey found an Oyfter in the way. 






ihe 


Wlaift Dick, more Lungry and lefs lazy, 
Stalk’d on apace, and cry’d, I feize ye < 
When Hodge, advancing in the Nick, 
Swore, Zook’s tis mine, “tis mine, {wore Dick, 
Then Oaths flew thick'as Flies in faly, 
And You lye was return’d with You lye, 
But not content with fuch accofting, 
They fell from {wearing to Rib-roafting, 
With Feet and Fifts, this and that fark Afs, 
Kick’d, thump’d, and bruts’d, each others Carkajs. 
For banging, when the Louts bad flore on’s, 
Jind each cry’d out Pll bave no more on’t. ; 
Juft as the direful Fray was over, 4 
W hom fhould they from afar difcover, : 
But, Madam Jjuftice, that way trudging, 
Equip’d with Scales in band for judging. 
At fight of ber, with much ado, 
They put themfelves in {tatu quo - 
Accofted ber with folemn Bow, 4 
With bufs of Fift, and forape of Shoe, f 
Told ber bow much they did adore ber, , 
Then laid their Cafe with Noife before her. 
Dame Juftice after a fhort paufe, 
When fhe bad beard the-trifling Caufe, 
Commanded this and t’ other Royfter 
Into her Hands to put the Oyfter > 
W hich done: She op’d it on the place, 
And eat the Fith before their Face ; 
And then———Ob merry Tale to tell ! 
The cunning Dame-gave each a Shell. 
Take thefe, faid fhe, and go content bence, 
And learn this Truth from my juft Sentence, 
That now a-days ev'n Fuftice rifles. 
Thofe Fools that quarrel about Trifles, 
And crafty Lawyers joyn in this Alliance, 
T’ eat Oyfters up, and leave the Shells toClsents. 





Advertifements. 


A. LL Gentlemen, Ladies, and others, who bave any 

ORIGINAL Copies of Verfes, Heroical, Hu- 
morous, Ga!lant, Satyrs, Odes, Epigrams, Receipts, 
Songs, Oc. proper to infert in thw Paper, are defired 
to jend them to H. Playford, at the Temple Exchange, 
Fleetftreet. And likewife to order it fo, that they may 
come to bu Hands by Wednelday Night at fartheft, or 
they cannot be inferted in that Week's Poft. 

*4-% The Firft Vol. containing Numé, 24, beitig made 
up witha Title and Dédication, is to be had at 4, 
Playford’s Shop in the Jemple-Change, Ficet-ftreet. 

*,* The Undertakers of this Paper having been feveral 
times Impos'd on by fome, who have fent Old Copies 
of Verfes, inftead of New; this is to defire thofe, that 
they may fend none that has been Printed before. 

+44 Every Tuefday and Saturday is Publifh’d Mercu- 
rius Politicus. Written by the moft Ingenious Author 
of, The Hiftory of the laft Parliament, Sold by F. Nutt. 
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LONDON, Printed by Tho. Warren, for the Undertakers: And Sold by H. 
Pilayfora at the Temple-Exchange, Fleetftreet, Tho. Hodgjon, over-again{t Gray’s- 
Inn-Gate, in Holbourn, Hugh Montgommery, at the Golden Anchor in Cornhil, 
Beoktellers: And B. Bragg, at the Blue Ballin Avemary-Lane, 1705. 











